Tarna would not be free until day after to-morrow.   He
would have to go away without seeing her.
Tut on this rain-cape,' Bunji said.
They put on the oilcloth capes that hung behind a
screen and went out into the quieti:ool rain. The cobbled
streets were empty except for a servant maid gone out on
an errand, a rickshaw hooded against the wet. They
walked down to the sea, lapping upon the cobbles. In
the darkness they could hear the roar of surf against the
breakwater. But it was held back and here in the harbour
the sea lay as quiet as a pool.
They had said nothing, but now Bunji spoke suddenly.
*You wouldn't think that once a tidal wave rushed
over that breakwater twenty feet high and came roaring
through the harbour, crushing great ships together and
sweeping the little ones out to sea.'
'Can't the breakwater hold it?' I-wan asked listlessly.
*Not when the sea really rises up,' Bunji replied.
'Nothing can hold back the sea then.'
'It is hard to believe,' I-wan said dully.
They went on, seemingly without direction. I-wan
felt the rain on his face. His hair was wet and he felt a
trickle run down his neck. But he was thinking, *I shall
probably never see her again.' He was thinking, 'What
will become of her?'
Bunji stopped before a small square house, set exactly
in a small square garden.
*I-wan------' he began.
*Yes?' I-wan answered.
'This is Akio's house,' Bunji said.
'Akio's?'
'Where Sumie lives/ Bunji explained.
I-wan paused a moment in his endlessly circling thought.
Akio, that mysterious man, so strange and reserved, as
even as a machine, lived here.
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